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CHAPTER XX—<Continued.

"And thnt was when vau began t«
sspect? I Raymer

"That was when the suspielon he
gAn to torture me I fought i ol
you don't know haow hi I fought it!
There ha waq, Iying sic helpless;
otterly unable to do o thing or say a
word in hls own defense; and yat, If
he were the robber, of course, we

mw up. It was

terrible!"
“I should

Bay 80" wns Ravmer's
sympathetic comment. “"How did you
got it stralghtened out, nt last?"

"It hasn't been altogether straight
ened out until just lately—within the
past few davse.” she went on gravely.
“After be began to get well, I made
him talk to me—about himself, you
Eknow. Thers didu't seem to be any-
thing to concepl. At different times
he told me all about his home, and his
mother, whom he barely remembers,

and the big-hearted, open-handed fa- |

ther who made money so easily In his
profession—he was the Griswold, the
great architeet, you know—that
gave it to anybody who wanted (t—
but I suppose he has told you all thig?"

“No; at least, not very much of iL."

Miss Grierson went on smoothly,
falling sympathetically into the reml
nlscent veln,

“Kenneth went to college without
pver having known what It Is to lack
anything in reason that money could
buy. A little while after he was gradu- |
ated his father dled.”

“Leaving Kenneth poor, I suppose;
he has Intimated as much to e, once
or twice,” sald Raymer.

“Leaving him awfully poor. He|
wanted to learn to write, and for a
long time he stayed on In New York, |
Hving just any old way, and having a
dreadfully hard time of it, I Imagine,
though he would never say much
about that part of it. Thas I8 why he
thinks he Is a socinlist., At last | felt
that 1 just must know, at whatever
cost. One day when wo were driving, |
I brought him here and—and intro-
duced bim to Mr, Galbraith, 1 was so |
scared that [ could taste it—but 1 did |
wi*

Raymer laughed.
Ing came of It

“Nothing at all, And then, right out
bf a clear eky, came another proof that
was even more convineing. Do you
happen to know who the young woman
was whko gigcovered the bank robber
on the steamboat?"

*“1? How should I know?"

“1 didn't know but she had told you,”
was the demure rejoinder. "It was
Charlotte Farnham."”

“What!" ejaculated Raymer. But
he was not more deeply moved than
‘was the man behind the window cur
tains. If Broffin's dead clgar had not
been already reduced to shapeless in
utility, Miss Grierson's cool announce-
fnent, carrying with it the assurance
that his secret was no secret, would
have settled it.

“It's s0,” she was adding calmly, "1
found out. How do | know? Because
t:r father bought the draft at poppa's

nk, and in the course of time it
came back with the Bayou State Se
curity's dated paying stamp on It. See
how easy it was!™

Raymer's laugh was not altogether
mirthful.

“You are & witch,” he sald.
there anything you don't know?"

“Not very many things that I really
need to know,” was the mildly boast-
ful retort. “But you see, now, how
foolish my suspicions were."

Raymer nodded. Though he would
not have admitted It ynder torture, tne
entire matter figureo somewhat as a
mountain coustructed out of a rather
small molehill to & man for whom the
sabtleties lay In & region unexplored,
#He wondered that ‘he olear-minded
Mttla "soclal climber,” as his sister
ealsad her, had ever bothered her
pimble brain aboor such an abstruse
snd far-fetchad quecsdon of identities.

“Of course noth-

Wa- |

t | affectation of embarrasament,

he |

!Imd been a goal In slaht, but Miss

| Isn't quite the word.
| gist.”

Miss Grierson lgnored the nlce dis
tinction In names,

“Soclaliam goes with being poor,
doesn't It?" she remarked. “Since Mr,
Griswold's ship has come in, | suppose
he finds it easler, and pleasanter, to
be a theoretieal leveler than a practl-
cal one.”

“That Is another thing 1 have never
been quite able to understand,” sald
the iron founder., “You say his father
left him poor; where did bhe get his
mongy?
| “Why, don't you know? was the in-
nocent query, And then, with a pretty
real or

perfectly simulated: “If he hasn't told
you, | mustn't."
| "Of courge, 1 don't want to
sald Raymer, loyal again.

“l can give you a hint, and that Is
Don't you remember ‘My Lady
Jezebel," the unsigned novel that mode
| sueh a it lngt summer?

He 18 a soclolo-

pry,"”

nll

Why, bless goodness, yes! Did he
» that?

“He has never admitted It In =0
(many words. But I'll divide a Httie
secret with yon, e has bean reading
Lits of his new book to me, and pahaw!
b 1 person could tell! 1 asked him
or if he could guess how much Lhe
ir of My Lady Jexche!l” had boen

paid, and he sald, with the moest per
foctly traunsparent carelesspess; ‘Ol

idred thousand, 1 suppnsae
suld Roymer, launghing

has put an even ninety thou

L my HlHitle egg basket out at
1@ plnnt But, of course you Kunew
that, everybody in Wahaska knows It

| by this time.”

| Miss Grierson did not reply, and for
a little while they were

| Then Raymer sald:

“1 wonder it MeMurtry doesn't think
P've dropped out on him. 1 guess I'd
better go sea. Don't walt any
longer on my motions, unless you wuant
to, Miss Margery.”

When Raymer had gone, the oppor |
tunity which Broflin had so Iataly |

craved was his. Misa Grierson was
left alone on the big veranda, nnd he
had only to step out and confront her, |
Instead, he got up quietly and went
back through the lobby with his head
down and his hands in hls pocketls,
and the surviving bit of the dead cigar
disappeared between his strong teeth
and became a cud of chagrin, There

and

Grierson had beat him to It

And the winner of the small handl-
eap? With a deep breath-drawing that
was almost a sob, Miss Grierson sprang
up, stole & swift confirming glance at
the empty chalr behind the window
hangings, and crossed the veranda to
stand with one arm around a support-
ing pillar. And since the battle was
fought and won, and the friendly pll-
lar gave its stay and shelter, the vel
vety eyes filled suddenly and the ripe
red lips were trembling like the lips of
a frightened child.

CHAPTER XXI,
All That a Man Hath,

For four eutire days after Margery
Grierson had driven home the nall of
the elemental verities in her frank
criticlem of the new book, and Char-
lotte Farnbham, had clinched it, Wa.
haska's public places saw nothing of
Griswold; and Mrs. Holcomh, mother
ly soul, was driven to expostulate
scoldingly with her second-floor front
who was pushing the pen feverishly
from dawn to the small hours, and
evidently—in the kindly widow's
phrase—bumning the candle at both
ends and In the middle,

Out of this candle-burning f{renay
the toller emerged in the afternocon of
the fifth day, a little pallld and tremu-
lous from the overstrain, bul with &
thick packet of fresh manuscript to
bulge in his pocket when he made his
way, blinking at the unwonted sunlight
of out-of-doors, to the great housa at
the lake's edge.

Margery was walting for him when
he rang the bell; he guessed It grate-
fully, and ahe confirmed it

“Of course,” she sald, with the be-
witching little grimace which could be
mada o mean s0 much or so little.
“lsn’t thia your afternoon? Why
shouldn’t 1 be walting for you?" Then,
with a swiftly sympathetic glance for
the pale face anll the tired eyes:
“You've been overworking again, Lat's
sit out here on the porch where we
can have what little alr there 8. There
must be a storm brewing; It's posi-
tively breathless in the house.”

Griswold was glad enough to ac-
quiesce; glad and reatfully happy and
mildly Intoxicated with her beauty and
the loving rudeness with which she
pushed him Into the easlest of the
great lounging chalrs and took the
sheaf of manuscript away from him,
declaring that she meant to' read It
heraelf.

When It was over; and he could not
tell whether the Interval should be
mensured ay minutes or hours; the re
turn to the realities—the hot after
noon, the trewshaded veranda, the lake
dimpling llke & sheet of molten metal

“You aald, & tew minotes ago, that |

Srewoid calls himeel a esclalias. Thet

under the sun glare—was almost pain-

both ailent |

| smiled at the boyish frankness of the

"It s
full” he sald, drawing a deep breath;
and then, with a flush of honest confu-
slon to drive away the work pallor:
“Of course, you know | don't mean the
story; 1 meant your reading of It
Hasn't anyone ever told you that you
have the making of a great actress io
you, Margery, girl?"

T
She was smiling across at him,

leveleyed. “Let me pass it back to

you, dear boy,” she said.

the making of a great novelist in

you.

and—and I'm afrald you'll

have to be helped: but If

can only get the right kind of
help -

acroas the lake where a fitful breeze
was turning the molten-metal dimples
Into laughing wavelets. ‘Then, with
one of ber sudden tople-wrenchings:
“Speaking of help, reminds me. Why
didn't you tell me you had gone into
the foundry business with Edward
Raymer?”

“Hecause It didu't occur to me that
you would care to know, I guess,” he
answered unsuspectingly. “As a mat-
ter of fact, | had elmost forgotten it
myself"

“Mr.
help?”

“No; It was my own offer.”

“But he did tell you thut he was in
trouble ?

"Y-ves,"” hesltantly

"What kind of trouble was it, Ken

Raymer dido't ask you for

are so heavenly good that 1 can hardly

belleve it. Are there any more men

litke you over cr your slde of the
world 7"
At ancther time he might have

question. But it was a better motive
than the amalyst's that prompted his
UnEwer,

“Plenty of them," Margery, girl; too |
many for the good of the race. You
mustn’t try to make a hero out of me
Once In & while 1 get a glimpse of the
renl Kenneth Griswold—you are glv-
ing me one just now—and it's slcken-
ing. For a moment I was meanly
Jenlous; jealous of Raymer. It was
ouly the writing part of me, 1 hope,
but—"

He stopped becauss she had sudden-
Iy turned her back on him and was
looking out over the lake agaln, When
she spoke, she sald.  “See! The breeze
is freshening out on the water, You
are fagged and tired and needing a
bracer. Let's go and do a turn on the
lake in the Clytie.”

From where he was sitting Griswold
could ses the trim little ecatboat, re-
splendent in pollshed brass and ma-
hogany, riding at {ts buoy beyond the
lawn landing-stoge, He cared little
for the water, but the invitation point-
ed to a delightful prolongation of the
basking process which had come to be
one of tha chlef luxuries of the Mere-
slde afternoops.

At the landing stage Griswold made
himself useful, paying out the sea line
of the movable mooring bu>y and haul-
ing on the shore line until the hand-

“I've Got Himi" He Cried.

some lttle craft lay at thelr feet.
Strictly under orders he made sall on
the litile ship, and when the captain
had taken her place at the tiller he
shoved off; and when the helmswoman
had lald the course up the lake, Gris
wold, pipe filled and lighted, pillowed
his head In his clasped hands and =
greal contentmnent, flowing Into all the
Jaterstices and leveling all the lnaqual:
tties, lapped him in Its soothing food.

He was still half -dosing when he was
mades to reatize that the murmuring
rush of water under the catboat's fore

wonderfal—#!mply wondes | nounding thumps; that the wind was

“You have | behind you." .

It may take years and ycara,llcluud rising out of the northwest and
always ' spreading llke a great gray dust cur-
you | taln from horizon to zenith.

She looked away, out | that cloud,” he sald, springing to belp

*ual

‘ool had chansed Wto & series of re

rising, and that the sumger nitarnoon
aky had become suddealy overcast
The pretty ®iller maniden was pushing
the heln down with her foot aud baulk
ing In briskly on the sheot wheo he
sat ap.

“What's thia we're coming to? he
anked, thinking less of the chaaged
weather conditions than of the charm-
Ing pleture she made In action,

“Weather,” sho said shortly. “Look

He looked and saw a huge storm

“There's a good bunch of wind in

his companion with the slatting main-
sall. “Hadn't we better lle up under
the Island and let it blow over?”

“No," she snapped. "“We'll have to
reof, and be quick nbout It. Help me!”™

He helped with the reefing, and the
great malnsall had been succesafully
reduced to its smallest area and holst
ed home agnin before the trees on the
western shore began to bow and churn
in the precursor blasts of the ecoming
slorm,

“It will hit us in less than a min-
ute; how about weathering that
{sland 7" he asked.

“We've got to weather it." was the
Instant decislon; “"we can't go around."
Then, the catboat still hanging in the

wind’'s eye: "“Help me get her over"
“Hadn't you better let her fall off a

|
neth? 1 have the best right in the little more and run for Y he sug- |
world to know.' gested, and he had to shout it into [hl'|
|  Griswold straightened himself in his | Pink ear nearest to him to make him- |
chalr and the work-wearlness h-«::mml-“'-l-' heard abhove the roaring of the
!h thing of the past wind nnd the crashing plunges of the
| ~You ean't have a right to know | boat.
nvihing that will distr vou.* She shook her head and made an Im- |
“Foolish!" she ehldod You miy ns | patient little gesture with her elbow |
Mr. Ravmer hnd bor- | [oward the storm-lashed rnceway over | p
e e (b - 1 K ' thie bows, Griswold wi d the spray {
1 mat " .i y va i mt of bhis eyes and looked Al liral
| e saw nothing but the wild waste of
' 1 i be no further PR Teite but at the ext attempt e VAR
- " . Y I think that 1de out the hotel steam Inuneh, balf- ] hoo
th * he pnswered to the entrance of the uthern
{ | AR S g T bay and a little to lecward of the Cl
( s hhp it he s | Lie COUrso, The nnll st Wi
T _ Fan the tas- | €vid Iy no seq \t, and v more
re. q with epen-ev -...J-I urgeé than senmanship, its steers
atint man was driving etralght for the Inn
‘And yon j§ sed Your money In- ay without regard for the direction of
to the IJ-I'- & ;1 . { you | i taillions of | the wind and the sens
it, and by no 7 ot That's Ola Halverson!" eried the
that _\--“.I.l“-i -,:_I" ul ‘..._\“ lnimed. “Ken: tiller maiden with scorn in her volce
neth, dear, there are times when you | "He thinks becuuse he happens to

have a steam engine he needn’t look to
seo which way the wind Is blowing.”

“She's pitching pretty badly,” Gris
wold called back, “If he only bhad
sense enough to ecass off a little

. Suddenly he became aware of
the finer herolsm of his companion. He |
knew now why she bad refused to take
shelter under the lee of the lsiand
and why she was holding the catboat
down to the edge of peril to keep the |
windward advantage of the 'aboring
fteamer. “Margery. girl, youre &
darling!" he shouted. "Take all the
chances you want to and I'm with you,
If we go to the bottom!"

She nodded complete intelllgence
and took !n another iuch of the straln-
ing malin sheet,

Griswold looked agaln, this time
over the catboat’s counter, and saw a
big schooner, close reefed, hauling out
from a little bay on the north shore.
The launch’'s plight had evidently im-
pressed others with the necessity of
doing something. The need was suf-
ficlently urgent. Once again the Swed-
Ish man of machinery In charge of the
eraft in perll was inching his helm up
in & vain endeavor to hold the course,
and the little steamer was rolling al-
most funnel under. Griswold forgot
his companion was & woman and
swore rabidly,

“Look at the fool!™ he yelled, “He's
trying to come about! If he gets into
the trough—"

The thing was done almost as he
spoke. A wilder squall than any of the
preceding ones caught the upper works
of the launch and heeled her spitefully.
At the critical Instant the steersman
lost his head and spun the wheel, and
It was all over. With a heaving plunge
and a muffled explosion the launch
Was gone,

Onee again Griswold was given to
gee the Luff Margery Grierson was
made of in the finer warp and woof of
ber.

“That's for us,” she sald calmly;
and then: "Help me get anather inch
or two on this sheet. We don't want
to let those people on the Osprey do
all the herole things.”

Together they held the catboat down
to Its work, sending It ripping through
the crested waves and fighting sturdi-
Iy for every foot of the preclous wind
ward advantage., Noune the less, it was
the blg schooner, thrashing'dow: the
wind with every square yard of Its
reefed canvas drawing, which was first
at the scene of disaster. Through the
rain and spume they could see the
schoonar's crew picking up the ship-
wrecked passengers, who were cling-
ing to lifebelts, broken bulkheads and
anything that would float. So swiftly
was the rescue effected that the res-
cuer had luffed and filled and was tear-
ing on its way down the lake agaln
when the close-hauled Clytle came up
with the first of the floating wreck-
age. The tiller malden’s dark cyes
were shining again, but this time thelr
brightness was of tears.

“Oh, boy, boy!” she cried, «ith a
little neartbroken catch In her volce;
“gome of them must have gone down
with her! Can you belleve that the
Osprey got them all?™ And then, with
the sweet llps trembling: *1 4id mv
hest, Kenneth; my very best—and It
wasn't—good enbugh!”

8he was putting the eatboat up into
the wind, and Griswold stumbled for
ward to get the broader outiook. Sud
denly he called back to her,

“Port—port your helm hard! There'n
a mun in & Wobelo—ba's jusi out of

reach, Hold her there—atesdy—
steady!” He bhad thrown hlimsolf fiat,
face down, on the hall-deck forward
and was clutching at something In the
heaving seas, “I'va got him!" he
eried, and & moment later he was work-
ing his way aft, holding the man's fuce
out of water,

It msked for their united strength
o get the gray-haired, heavy-bodled
vietim of the capsize over the Clytie's
rall. They had tw bring the lifebelt
too; the old man's filngers wers sunk
into It with a dying grip that could not
be broken, At first Griswold was too
much preoccupled and shocked to rec
ognize the drawn face with itsa hard.
lined mouth and long upper lip, When
he did recognize It the gripping fear
was at his heart—the fear that makes
a cruel coward of the hunted thing in
all nature.

What might have happened if he had
been alone; If Margery, taking her
place at the tiller and busying herself
swiftly in getting the catboat under
way agnin, had not been looking on:
he dared not think. And that other
frightful thought he put away, fighting
agalnst it madly as a condemned man
might push the cup of hemlock from
his Ups, Foreibly breaking the drowned
ona's hold upon the lifebelt, he fell to
work energetically, resorting to the
first ald expedients for the reviving of
the drowned as he had learned them
in his hoyhood. Once, only, he flung a

he fought for the old mag’«e life. “Make

promptings, whem kindliness, grati
tude, love, all the humanizing motives,
bad turned euddenly to frenzied
hatred, and the primitive savage had
leaped up, fercely raging with the
blood-lust.

For a long time after he had reached
his room, and had had his buth and
change, Oriswold sat at his writing
table with his bead in his hands, think-
Ing In monotonous elreles,

The tiny chiming clock in his dress
ing case In the adjoining bedroom lad
tinkled forth its 10 tapping hammer
etrokes when he heard volees In the

on the stair. To a hard-pressed breaker
of the traditions at such a moment
an unannounced visitor, coming up In
the dark, could mean
Griswald sllently opened a drawer In

mate to the gulck-iring pistol waich
after the change of wet clothing, he
had put aside to dry.

The visitor came
and Griswold, swinging his chalr to
face the open door, saw the shadowy
bulking of the man u#8 he came
through the upper hall, When the

by the plstol held low, and Griswold's
finger wns pressing the trigger.

in Raymer's well-known volee
There waus a sound llke a gasplng

ing softly. Then Griswold sald: “"No;

| I'm not asleep. Come In. Shall 1

light the gas?

| *“Not for me,” returned the oed-

time visitor, entering and groping for |
‘n:.- chalr at the desic-end, Into which,

when he had placed [t, he dropped

| wearlly "1 want to smoke,” he went

| o1 *Have you got n ciear—no, not

for the nearest landing where we can
got a doctor!™ he ecommanded; and
then, In a passion of gratitude;: “O
God, I thank thee that | am not 8 mur-
darer!—he's coming back! He's
breathing agzain!"
A Nitle Inter he wns able to leave off
the first-ald arm-pumpings and chest- |
to stralghten the Hmp and
, and to dive inlo the
i 1 w Margery's diree-
lankets and rugs. When ull
coul i done, and h
i} bia wathed body
the cushi ons » that the < sh
1] il of the pliching bisal
id be minimized f the sufferer
he went aft to sit beslde the haelmas
woman, who was getting the fOnal
vedeup of speed out of the little
He I8 allve?" gshe asked.
“Yes: und that is nbout all that ean
be pald. He isn't drowned; but he i

old, and the shock has gone
nenr to snapping the thread.”

"M course, you remember him?" she
sald, looking away across the leaping
waters

Griswold, with his heart on fire with
generous emotions, felt the cold hand
gripping him again

prety

“He Is the old gentleman vou intro-|
dueed me to at the Inn the other day: |

Galbraith; Is that the name?®"
“Yes,"” she rejoined, still
away: “that is the name"

looking

Griswold fell silent for the time; but |

a little later, when the ecatboat was
rushing In long plunges through the
entrance to the Wahaskan arm of the
lake, he sald: “You are going to take
him to Mereside?”

“Yes. He I8 a friend of poppa's.
And, anyway, it's the nearest place,
and you sald there was no time to
loge.”

Griswold helped the bearera lift the
blanketed flgure out of the Clytle's
cockplt, and while he was doing it,
the steel-gray eves of the rescued one
opeéned slowly to fix a stony gaze upon
the face of the man who was bending
over him. What the thin lips were
muttering Grisweld heard, and so did
one other. “8o It's you, Ia It, ye mur-
dering blue-eyed deevil?” And then:
“Eb, man, man, but I'm sick!"™

Griswold walked with Margery &t
the tsll of the little procession as It
wound its way up the path to the great
house

“You bheard what he sald?”
quired craftily.

“Yes; he ia out of his head, and no
wonder,” she sald soberly. Then:
“You must go home and change at
once; you are drenched to the skin.
Don't wait to come in. 1'll take care
of your manuscript.”

CHAPTER XXIL
The Valley of Dry Bones,

The cyclonle summer storm had
blown Iteell out, and the clouds wereS
beginning to break away in the west,
when Griswold, obeylng Margery's
urging to go home and change his
clothes, turned his back upon Mereslde
and his face toward a future of thick-
ening doubts and unnerving possibill-
tien.

Griswold had not decelved himself,
nor had he allowed Margery's apparent
convincement to deceive him. The
old man’s mind had not been wander-
ing in the eyeopening moment of con-
gclousness regained. On the contrary,
what he had falled to do under ordl-
nary and conventional conditions had
become instantly possible when the
plunge into the dark shadow had
brushed away all the artificial becloud-
ings of the memory page. What action
he would take when he should recover
was as easy to prefigure as It was, for
the present at least, a matter negilgi-
ble. The dismaying thing was that the
broad earth seemed too narrow to hide
in; that Invention itsell became the
clumslest of blunderers when It was
given the simple task of losing a win-
gle Individual among the milllons of
unrelated human atoms

Thus the threat of the peril which
might be called the physical. But be-
yond this there was another, and, for
a man of temperament, a still mo~e
ominous foreabadowing of evil te
come. Of some subtle, deep-seated
change in himself he had long been
vonscious. Agaln and again it had
manifested Weelf in those muments of

he in-

hen the Bulk Filled the Doorway It
Was Covered by the Pistol

the plpe; I want something that 1 can
chew on.™

A clgar was found, In the drawer
which had so lately furnished the woea
pon, and by the fAare of the mateh In
Raymer's fingers Griswold saw a face
haggard with anxiety.

“What is the matter, Edward?" he
asked.

“A mix-up with the labor unions. It's
been brewing for some little time, but
I didn't want to worry you with It
Unless we announce a flat increase of
20 per cent in wages to-morrow morn
Ing, and declare for the closed shop,
the men will go out on us at noon.
I've seen It coming.”

If the god of mischance had chosen
the moment it could not have been
more opportune for the firelighting of
malevolence, Griswold's swing-chair
righted ftsell with a ellck.

“We'll see them in hell, first, Ray-
mer! The ungrateful beggars are
merely proving that it isn't in human
nature to meet justice and falrness and
geénerqus liberality halt way. 1If they
want a fight, give It to them. HIt
first and hit hard; that's the way to
do. Shut up the plant and make It a
lockout."

“] waa afraid you might say some
| thing like that in the first heat of It,”
said the young ironmaster. “It's a
stout fighting word, and | guess, under
the skin, you're & stout fighting man,
Kenneth—which I'm not. Where are
your convietions about the man-to
man obligations? We've got to take
them into the account, haven't wel”

“Damn the convictions!” snapped
Griswold viclously. "If I've been giv-
Ing you the impression that I'm an Im-
praticable theorist, forget It. These
fellows want a fight: [ say give them
n fight—all they want of it and s lit-
tle more for good measure.”

Raymer did not reply at once. This
latest Griswold was puzzling him, and
with the puzziement there went sor-
rowful regret; the regret that has
been the recanter’s portion in all the
ages. When he apoke It was out of
the heart of common sense and san-
ity.

“l know how you feel about it. 1
don't dare to pull down a fight which
may not only shut us up for an in:
definite time, but might even go far
enough to smash us”

Griswold took hia turn of silence,
rocking gently In the tilting chair,
When the delayed rejoinder came, tne
harshneus had gone out of his volee,
byt thera was a oynical bardness te
take its place,

“It's your affalr, not mine,” he sald.
*“It you've made up your mind not to
fight, of course, that settlies IL. Now
we can come dowi to the cowses
You've been stabbed in the back. De

eravas (sar apd rethlssa murderous

you know who's dolng (1™
TV BRE CONTINUED,

lower hall, and then a man's footsteps |

but one thing. ]

the writing table and groped for the |

heavily upstalrs, I

bulk filled the doorway it was covered |
*Asleep, old man?" sald the Intruder |

Isnh. and spother as of a drawer clos- |
word over his shoulder at Margery as |
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save you money. Calumetdoes—it'sPure
and fur superior to sour milk and soda.
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Laone-bending thoes.

Edueators “let the feet grow
us they should” Made for
men, women, children, $1.35
to $5.50,

Be swure EDUCATOR is
branded oa sole—without it
you haven't the genuine ortho-
paedically correct

only by
RICE & HUTCHINS, Inc.
15 High St. Boston, Man.




